58                               NOMAD

morning he greeted me kindly and sent his servant

Abdullah for some coffee.

" I hear you speak French. I'm sending you across
the road to the Delegation to work as assistant to
Captain Oliver Myers who is our liaison officer with the
French/'

My heart sank. I had hoped for work with the
tribes.

" We try hard in Damascus to get on with the French,
and I think you'll find relations here as good as any-
where in Syria/' He smiled at me benignly. " I hope
you'll be happy in Damascus/'

My head was aching again as I walked into Myers'
office and saluted smartly. A thin, tired-looking Captain
with a high complexion and sandy hair was sitting at a
large desk beneath a huge map of Syria which filled the
whole wall.

" How did you like the Elph ? Good, isn't he ? First
man to ride into Damascus in the last war. And now
he's liked by the French and the Arabs, which is saying
a great deal."

Later  he  said,   "I've  needed  an   assistant  for  a
long time.   We're overworked in this office.   The first
thing I want you to do is to go out and buy some
pins/'
"Pins?"

" Pins with different coloured bobbles on the top for
the map. Then we can see at a glance how many
officers from various branches are represented in a
village. Let's see. How many different colours do
we need? British Political Officer, British Security
Mission, Field Security Section, the O.C.P. Officer
and then four French equivalents. That makes
eight."